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O 1990 MARK BEYER 


- PRELUDE TO POP PARADISIO: 


Dr. Carlin's tips for spiritual hygiene 


In an era when style nearly always wins out over substance, underground 
comics remain the last bastion of ugly self-expression. Painstakingly drawn 
for no money and little recognition outside of a few devoted fans, these 
comics represent an ironic quest to add an element of spirituality to a world 
gone flat with too much fashion and illusory self-awareness. In SNAKE EYES 
this ranges from Kaz's recasting of Catholic symbolism into a meaningless 
modern world in which Satan is just another schlemiel, to the closing epic 
"Pixie Meat" by Charles Burns, Tom DeHaven and Gary Panter. 

In between, the traditions of the comics are lovingly trashed and turned 
inside out in, among others, Mark Newgardens's one page deconstructions, 
Glenn Head's recognition that the world is rated “X”, David Sandlin's 
painterly meditations on the relation between popular sentiment and sub- 
conscious emotions, Mark Leyner's obsessive confusion between body and 
mind, and Jonathon Rosen's eerie evocation of a time when popular culture 
allowed its id to creep much closer to the surface. Despite vast temperamen- 
tal differences, all the work in SNAKE EYES is tied together by a sense that 
something new and unaccounted for exists today in America that we can all 
feel but isn't acknowledged in the mainstream. 

From the moment MAD struck America in a jugular vein, through ZAP's 
scurrilous sabatoge of the turned-on generation, and up to the exquisitely 
shattered obsessions of RAW, artists have used the comics to express 
aspects of contemporary life that could not be articulated elsewhere. Posing 
as throwaway pulp fiction for misfits, underground comics, at their best, 
remind us of the nasty underworld hiding beneath the happy one-dimen- 
sional society endlessly repeated in the mass media. 

SNAKE EYES proves the continued potency of underground comics to tell it 
like it is, and exhibits the extraordinary range of corrosive art simmering 
beneath the vast superficial hyper-market of American art and culture. In 
"Pixie Meat," that degeneracy comes to a full boil: the familiar idealized 
fantasies of the comics have completely lost their moorings and float by in 
frightening hallucination. The horror is not just in the images themselves, but 
in our realization that their illogical combination exposes what is really 
going on in the world around us more accurately than anything we might 
read about in the news---however Bad. 


€ John Carlin 1990 
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FUCK YOU, 
GOD! 


HAD A DREAM 
THAT I WAS 


M 
| 
ni 


INCE HIS FIRST APPEARANCE IN PERSIA IN THE 6% CENTURY 
B.C. „THE DEVIL HAS UNDERGONE COUNTLESS INTERPRE= 
$ AND NAME CHANGES. THROUGH THE CENTURIES 
HIS POWERS HAVE RISEN AND FALLEN IN ACCORDANCE 
WITH THE WHIMS, AND CULTURES OF MAN. THROUGHOUT 
IT ALL-Angra Mainyus Set, Beelzebub: Lucifer, Satan — 
THE DEVIL HAS ALWAYS STOOD FOR NOTHING ELSE BUT 
THE TOTAL SOURCE ОҒАШ EVIL.Doesatt he get tired of being баа? 


PARDON МЕ,8055. 
BUT THERE'S A 
FRESH GROUP OF 
SINNERS THAT 
NEED TO BE 
TORMENTED! 
YOUR LEGIONS 
AWAIT YOUR 
ORDERS! 


OS 
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BUT THAT'S 
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IMPOSSIBLE IN ORDER 
TO BE GOOD ONE HAS 
TO HAVE A HEART.” 
AND GOD DID NOT 
GIVE MEONE/ 


PUT ALL MY 
APPOINTMENTS ON 
HOLD UNTIL I 
RETURN! I'M 
TAKING A TRIP UP 
TO THE MATERIAL 
PLANE! 


SURFACE 


[2.4 AUTHORIZED 4 
p DEMONS 
ONLY 


42, 


© КА2 190 |, 


МУ NATURE HAS 
ALWAYS BEEN ONE- 
DIMENSIONAL! I'M 
ል robet/ A LOUSY 
STINKING CLOCK- 
WORK ROBOT/ 


OUT AMONGST МАМ, THE PRINCE 0 
OF DARKNESS NATURALLY FINDS 
HIMSELF DRIFTING TOWARDS THE 


SEAMIER CORNERSOF 
SIDETRACK CITY. OND 


MINOING THE 
РООР-НАТС 
TO HELL /* 


MAYBE I DON'T 
NEED A HEART TO BE 


ІТ CAN BE DONE 
SOME OTHER WAY. 
But how? 


A PERFECT CHOICE FOR THE OLD SERPENT: MEET VIRUS SLUNK, 

THE WORST WOMAN IN THE WORLD. LIAR y THIEF; KILLER JUNKIE. 

HER MIND INFESTED WITH EVERY MALIGNANT IDEA EVER 

INVENTEDSHER BODY CRAWLING WITH EVERY DISEASE 
IMAGINABLE / 


ኣር s) TY 4 RZ 
- =፡-ፎሬፏ።፡ 
፤ 


I DON'T 
[—/ WANT А BLOW 
US TO BE = 
IN LOvE/ 


THAT'S ۱۳۸ | 
LOVE!T'LL FALLIN 
Love! I DON'T NEED А 
HEART! I'LL USE MY INTEL- 
LECT/AND I CHOOSE HER / 


HEY LOVER BOY, = R 
WHERE YA GOING? - HELLO, THIS IS THE 
YOUR HALF-HOURS " 2 Boss! HOW'S IT GOING 

NOT ЦР ۸ DOWN THERE ? 
BAD NEWS, CHIEF! THE 
8 SINNERS ARE PILING UP 
HAVE TO CHECK y... AND YOUR LEGIONS ARE 
IN WITH MY 3 t IDLE: SOME IN THE RANKS 
HAVE DESERTED ANDARE 
ACTUALLY HELPING NEW- 
COMERS ADJUST TO 
THE AFTERLIFE! 


YOU'LL HAFTA 
STAND-BY A LITTLE 
BIT LONGER! 


STARTING To 
GET 
DOWN HERE/ 


ENOUGH» І Suppose. В ! D DA “መመ 
T'LL HAVE To USE А 


NATURAL POWERS = FUCK OFF, TAKE CARE OF 
AT MY DISPOSAL г FRANK! ТМ 3 THIS CUSTOMER. 
NOT IN THE I'LL WAIT IN THE 

Мооо/ BATHROOM/ 


2 و ۵ 5 2 2 5 5۶92 25 جا 


Ok, IT'S YOU 
AGAIN! 
WATCH ME 
MY DARLING AND 
FALL IN LOVE/ 


BY MY 
POWERS AS 
SATAN, 

AND THE 
BRAWN TOBE 


ARISE FROM 
THE PITCH 
ል MONSTROUS 


ALLTHE TREASURES 1 You CAN'T вЕЕЦЗЕ me! т 
OF THE WORLD ARE THE DEVIL HIMSELF/ You 
YOURS», MY LOVE! OVE ME / 

۱۴ ONLY YOU— = 


TELL 
I'LL NEVER LOVE ANYTHING/ 


K 
YOURSELVES, 


>< 
! 3 — š ۵ ہے‎ , what 
AND STAY Ë š 
OUT OF MY i — --ቨ the hel? 


LI FE / | : / APPEARED! 


ሙ To] 


— 


== ELE 
II HELLO, THIS. Š 
15 THE 8055 AGAIN. 
THINGS AREN'T GOING 
SO WELL UP HERE. HOW 
ARE YOU GUYS HOLDING 


NOT So HOT, CHIEF! 
ADMISSIONS ARE DOWN — Ñ 
TO A TRICKLE. THE SINNERS 
ARE QUESTIONING THEIR 


LEGIONS ARE agri ring 
eet 
WITH THEM / w 


I SAID--- X 
TURN THE HEAT 


7 ICANT. THE (2 
Y THERMOSTAT, š 
IS FROZEN. 


eee? THIS LOVE BUSINESS 
had] (5 VVEARYING. IT'S PAIN- 
Fut FOR ME TO SUPRESS 
MY NATURAL URGE TO SET 
HER HEAD ABLAZE: SOME- 
THING KEEPS ME FROM 
DOING IT. Love? FEAR OF 
ја ng? I MUST GO OFF 
— EDI TATE ON THIS. 


mül nope. NO VIRUS SLUNK HERE! Ж ACCORDING TO 
R = < THIS HERE --— 


E] جح‎ = 3 > SHE'S BEEN SENT 
I 5 WHAT 2 TO PURGATORY! 
HEY, LOUIE. HAVEN'T SEEN ARE You SURE? , IT SEEMS THAT AS 
DIDA VIRUS ANYBODY COME THAT'S IMPOSSIBLE! BAD AS SHE WAS, 
HROUGH HERE M — CHECK AGAIN, 24, چ حا‎ SHE NEVER 
DAMN (ፐ/ FULLY ACCEPTED 
T LET ME nn You! 


CHECK THE 
۱ REGISTER- 


EVENTUALLY IT WARMED UP AGAIN IN THERE'S A LINE OF ETCHED-IN GRAFFITI 
SATAN'S KINGDOM» ALTHOUGH IT NEVER DISCOVERED ON ONE THE UNDERWORLD'S 
GOT QUITE AS THERMAL AS IT USED STALAGMITES THAT READS: 

TO BE. 


“HELL COMES APART WHEN THE 
DEVIL GETS ۸4 


In this issue: ረ 
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O 1990 R. Sikoryak 


NEWGARDEN 


“599---| got this piss problem. | don't exactly know how it all started, but ever since | was a kid I’ve 
had this very specific, very particular piss problem. It's like. . .say | gotta piss. | gotta really piss 
bad. Know what | mean? But I’m doing something else. Maybe playing ball. Maybe I'm on the job. 
Maybe watching TV. And | gotta piss. Y'know? Sometimes I think | piss on an above-average basis. 
| really do hold quite a bit of water. Even when | was born my mom said | pissed like a spaniel. | 
drink alot. | get thirsty. I’m an active kind of guy. So, here | am, doing something, and this urge 
strikes me. A little voice goes off in my brain sayin’ “You gotta piss.” And | do. Cause it's always 
correct. Guess it's sort of like my unconcious. They say it's “The Call of Nature.’ So | think “Guess 
| better find a place to piss.” Well, this isn't always an easy thing. Sometimes the facilities are un- 
available. Know? But | know eventually l'Il find one. | always have. So anyway —l gotta piss. | get to 
the men's room. Find a stall. Jump т. Unzip my fly. And you'd think “Мом here's a guy who's all 
ready to piss.” But y'know what? | don’t. | just stand there like a statue. Y'know what | mean? 
Frozen. And | can't do it. | just can't do it. It’s some kind of block. A pisser's block. | just won't flow. 
So there's the problem. And this has been going on since | was a kid. So anyway, here's what | do. 
Гуе got this. . . little thing. . . I've got to say. Not really out loud. In my head. Or under my breath if 
I’m all by myself. | gotta say this silly stupid little dopey thing. It's really goofy. I'm standing there 
ready to piss a whole bladder-full of piss. And | can't. So | gotta say: "You're an ape—urinate.” 
Then—woosh! | can piss. Just like that. It's pretty weird ۱ know, but it works. Isn't that something?” 


€ Mark Newgarden, 1990 
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JANUARY 157, 1990 -THE SUBWAY FARE ROSE FROM $ /.ОО TO $ /./5 .... NO SURPRISE.... 


I MISSED 2 
TRAINS WAITIN* 
IN THAT LINE... 

WHERE ARE 


BEEN TAKIN’ SUBWAYS 

HOME T' BROOKLYN LATELY... 

F'YEARS-NEVER SAW I GOT A 
A THING — BUT.... ፪፪ FEELING... 


FRIDAY JANUARY 10™..... THE © № MOST OF TH’ OTHER 
TRAIN STOPPED АТ 42 ® STREET... | RIDERS GOT OFF THEN. 


THIS LOOKS 
ENTERTAINING... 


15 MORE HOMEBOYS САМЕ RUNNIN’IN... 


Fam? 
PE اس‎ 


IN АМО?) 
HER 
/ СА CIV, 
IN TH FRONT AN 


TRAIN... 


THE TRAINMAN RADIO’D 
AHEAD TO 59% STREET... 


Кт РОМТ НАМЕ 
7 LIVE HERE... 


ጉዚ 
МИНИН 


50 TH'BUM BRIGADE WON 
OUT.... POWER IN NUMBERS... 


I CABS НОМЕ, LATE... 


AN’ I STILL RIDE TH’ SUB-|| IVE BEEN. ROMANCING THIS | | AN’ TAKIN 
WAYS — EXCEPT AT NIGHTS. DAME IN TH WEST VILLAGE.... м 
E е“ “ qu ኤ | 92 
тээ ? | 


=ч; 


Ж 


Š | | 


ANOTHER 10 
DOLLAR САВ 
RIDE... SHIT’ 


TOOBAD -ID LOVE TO TAKE 
HER ON TH’ SUBWAY WITH 
7 “ОР ER... 


ЖЖ 


ያ 
EA 


WELL: FUCK ROMANCE - LIFE GOES ОМ... TEENTH 


۸5۵م 
A PENNY.‏ 


NS 


\ И 
ЖЕК” dis + ر(‎ 


«I WOKE, 000 
ON THE @ Tank LIKE 


OWE ME 
A GOOD HOME WITH 


CLOTHES 57 I САМ ይባ... 
COE NEW, RENT ው D TRAIN 


WITH MANIACS AND 
DOPEFIENDS ALL 
DAY... 


PL E 
FAST LIK 


THANX FOR RIDING NEW 
YORK CITY TRANSIT, 
AND HAVE A 
МСЕ DAY 7 


© FEBRUARY 1990 — GLENN O HEAD 


NEWGARDE 


Mrs. Rosalie DiCathartoid of 47 Bedudsa Mews, 5.1. buried the last of 
her offspring in the sixth tragic parka-related death among the touchy 
DiCathartoid tots. The eleven-year-old Angie was reportedly “pushed to the 
brink” by the social stigma connected with the severely frayed elastic cuffs 
on the hand-me-down parka, a parka which so peeved each successive 
DiCathartoid sibling that each was driven to an unnatural demise at his 
own wooly mits. 

This less then beloved garment was purchased at “a healthy savings” at 
an off-season K-Mart Savings Bonanza by budget-minded Rosalie — yet 
allegedly never fit any of the family members quite right; various aspects 
of the cut and material frustrating each of the style-concious DiCathar- 
toids in a different manner inevitably resulting in shame and agony which, 
coupled with peer mockery finally erupted into a private reversible- 
polyester hell for Rosalie’s entire crew. 

“| guess my kids just don't like that parka” bawled Mrs. D. as she signed 
an agreement to place the discount raiment of wholesale destruction in 
cold storage. “I knew | should have done this after Stevie but how could | 
bring myself to throw out perfectly good late fall-winter wear?” 


© 1989 Mark Newgarden 
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'S PERFECT 


IT 
JUST 


COULDN'T Was 
YOU STAY? 


H 


I'LL STITCH € 
YOU UP NOW. 


| 


BUT 


"му SORRY 
I HAVE TO GET 
THESE BACK 


4 


RIGHT AWAY 


Т HOPE 
SHE HAS 


заув РОССА 


©1990 


DOUG ШЕМ 


3 AS A MATURE PROFESSIONAL 


ARTIST, HE CREATES HIS 


2 HE GROWS UP AND ATTENDS 
ART SCHOOL HEY A MARVELDUS 


Е I THINK НЕ URED ER 
IT, HE GAVE ME SOME x q 
IMPORTAN Y CRITICISM. Al ) 
EVEN TALK W 
=> 


A GAUERY OWNER 
WITH VISION ACREES TO 
SHOW THE ARTISTS WORK , 
IT REPRESENTS THE да — 
STRUECLE WITHIN Ada = 


== С > 


THE GAWERY SEUS THE‏ کا 
WORK‏ 


THE PAINTING 15 KEPT IN 
THE FAMILY FOR MANY YEARS 


THE ARTIST CONTINUES 
TO MATURE” BUT NEVER 
QUITE EQUALS HIS PAST 


7 THE FAMLY FALLG UPON 
HARD FINANCIAL TIMES AND 
IS FORCED TO SAL THE PIECE. 


YEARS LATER, A SMART 
COLLECTOR PICKS UP THE 
PAINTING AT AN AUCTION 

І ВЕТ THIS 15 WORTH SOMETHIN 


— 


10 A ሮፎጩ CURATOR. 

PURCHASES THE WORK FoR 
THE PERMANENT ۷۸ 
ОЕ A MAJOR MUSEUM. 


1 1 THE PAINTING ACHIEVES 
INTERNATIONAL FAME AS 
AN EXAMPLE ОР PUREGEMIUS ” 


ISN'T THAT A 
чонм ۷۵۰۶ی‎ 


12 THE PAINTING (5 SLASHED 
BY AN ANGRY YOUNG 


14 THE OVLIZATION CRUMBLES 
AND THE SANDS OF TIME 
COVER THE ENDEAVORS OF MAN 


ITS ۷ 
DAMAGED 


13 A HALE HEARTED ATTEMPT 
IS MADE TO REPAIR IT 
0 SO 


15 ARCHAEOLOGISTS DISCOVER 
THE PAINTING AFTER 
THOUSANDS OF VEARS. 
Y GOD. A WEL PRESERVED 
ENT PAINTING» SWELL / 


 ጻ ہہ‎ 


əl 


ИШ” 


ћи! 


16 EXPERTS EXAMINE THE 
ARTIFACT FOR CLUES ABOUT 
CULTURE WHICH CREATED ۰ 


7 MODERN RESTORATION 
TECHNIQUES АМОУ THEM то 
RETURN THE PAINTING TO ITS 


ORIGINAL GLORY IT SHOULDNT BE 
LONG мом, 


SLASHED INA 
RELIGIOUS CEREMONY 


” Ef Loo 
WHY CANT HuMANS PAINT 21 ANGE و‎ 
CURE THAT торду? == B 


ERE IT WILL GOIN THE FUTURE? 
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- IE — DIEIN! 


Brothers fighting over walnuts. Two brothers 
fighting over a cardboard box of walnuts. Gary and Harry. 
| V Make that a paper sack. So there's a fight going on. А big fight. 
Coming to blows. These guys are in their fifties. Big strapping dock- 
working lumberjacking truckdriving cementchucking miners. 
Never collected stamps. Never even used ’em. Teeth the size of 
detergent boxes. Fists the size of state capitals. Gary punches his 
brother in the stomach. Make that the LABONZA. These guys play 
for keeps. Chips on their shoulders the size of German Shepards. 
“OK—OK—You can keep the goddamn walnuts.” Tongues the size 
of veal flanks. “Damn right.” 611 tiny broken orange butterflies in 
the labonza of Harry make a sound neither crying nor singing but 
one that could pass for either in the garage in the rain in the night. 
Harry bends to pick up the walnuts. His brother kicks him 
in the chin. There goes his head. Clean off. Flying down 
the street. Past the mall. Over Terre Haute, Indiana. 
Sighted by thousands in Rome, Italy. Gary eats walnut 
meat tonight. Make that Fielding, New Zealand. His 
wife covers his aching, distended, abused torso with 
kisses and peroxide. Gary wins. To the victor be- 
j longs the spoils. To Gary belongs the walnuts. 


Know what | mean? 


© 1989 Mark Newgarden 
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МЕ сот ON THAT TRAIN SWINGING A BOTTLE BACK IN 
ATLANTA AND WERE HALF-WAY CLEAR Аско: 


WHEN THE BAD RAILYARD DONKEY- 
HEAD MAN CAME AFTER US WITH A 
HAMMER. WE HAD TO BREAK 


AND JUMP IMMEDIATELY... 


GIT, YA BUMS/ LOSERS 
AIN'T HOPPIN' MY TRAIN! 


Н LIKE, PAUL...DIG THIS PARKING 
METER. THIS ısn’T COOLS 


RIGHTON, PAUL. 175 LIKE 
ADVERTISING ህ፤ ar 2022 adına rele CUR 
о 2 THI THAT WE'RE IN VIOLATION L | VARTE 
us js پیا من سا‎ dər OF THEIR AMERICAN DREAM!” | | UNCLE SAM'S BUTT! 
VIOLATION... LIKE MAYBE WE'RE YOU GET SENT UP ron LIFE JUST LIKE AN OLD 
ASKING FOR TROUBLE, You ме? Şİ | FOR THAT MIND ° : NERVOUS TYCOON! 


THIS‘LL FooL ‘EM... WE CAN 


OH! A SYMBOL, 
нон? 1 DIGI 


SPEAKING OF QUARTERS, 
LET’s GO GET US A Your FINEST 


CHEAPEST WHISKEY, 


SEE HOW IT WORKS? IF You PAY YOUR GOD DAMNED TAX, 

THEN You AIN'T GOT ENOUGH LEFT To BUY A BOTTLE 
OF SHIT/ SEE የየ | PAY MY Taxes AGAIN? 
. 


ENG 


соо. iT, JODY/ 
LIKE, TONE IT 4 
DOWN, MAN! 


ч 
\ 
0 


<; 
3 MOTHER 


FUCKING 
RETARDED-ASS 
HICK ۶ 


| DON'T THINK THEY LIKE US IN THIS 
You FILTHY BEATNIKS GET Mou. M. ML Y SEC is 


55) ር FUCK ovr or MY 
N RUES لام‎ ۰ 
Ba от 75 | ORUE SOME መች 
THE ۲ NKIN' ES шин 
-— = SMALLTOVIN 9 ደ Boy! DEW 
| LowLIFE/ NEW WANNA 
ç 5 FIGHT? 
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JODY, ۱ THINK 1775 TIME WE 
HOPPED ABOARD THAT 
LOCOMOTINE AND HIT THE 
STREETS or CALIFORNIA 


HAHAHA! WE PAID OUR TAX 


ALREADY, So 175 ОҚ To 
Go oN 7 


BESIDES, WE 
HAVEN"T BATHED 
IN A WEEK) 


UCKIN 
رت سے‎ 


VIN A FINE 
à NG HOLE? 


PAUL! CHECK OUT THIS SCENE, MAN! THIS PARK 
15 GROOVY, WE CAN SWIM IN THE PooL/ 


B-BUT THE SIGN SAYS 
1726 CLOSED? 


^ 
EIER 


uhhh... YEAH, I'M 
PRETTY SURE 
1 JUST PEED 


ААНН/ YEAH, BROTHER? 
MUCH BETTER / 


You SURE ARE UPTIGHT 
FoR A COOL AND 
LAID-BACK BEATNIK, Š 
JODY! MELLOW 
OUT, MANS 


You BUMS READY TA 
LEAVE MAH TOWN? 


25 


THAT SHORE AS 


THEM, oFFICER 


HELL 15 VET НЕЙ! 
b» GOODMAN! 


KIN Ан СК] | CHILL Down, BRETHREN! WE'RE 
SOME ASS, 


ALL GUPPIES IN THE SAME 
CHARLIE ? FISHPOND! LIKE, WHAT 


SEEMS To BE UNCOOL? 


(2422 (ХА 
መ ኤ САД 
52 RX 


KEE 24% 


3 E YA’LL DONE SOME 
SCREWED 
LIKE SHOVE IT UP YOUR ASS? WE 


5 
| С. 7 НЕЕ 
< “ НЕЕ НЕЕ/ 
DONT ALLOW NO VAGRANT HOBOS NIE 
IN THESE PARTS... "SPECIALLY WHEN Ар 


THEY BIN IN мой CITY POOLS 


| TOLD You EVERYONE 
IN TEXAS IS A 


WHY COULDN’T WE HAVE MET 
FASCIST MATERIALIST/ 


SOME BACKWOODS HILLBILLY 
CHICKS & MELLOWED oUT 
AROUND A COUNTRY STILL? 


You WATCH 
Too MUCH 


TV MAN 


BUT THEN A ROADSIDE PLEASURE PALACE ATTRACTS Your EYE. 


YEH Вир STOP ТИМЕ, | 
AND CET TO DRINK کج‎ ۰ M 


47 № el 7 № - -—- 
Too М тоо 1 MANY BEERS 


31 


you LEAVE ...You SLEEP] | You JOU WAKE ye IN УРАМ YovR ies Teuer.) 


32 DAVID SANDLIN 


TODAY'S THE DAY I ҮГ MAKES MY FORMAL UNIFORM 1 КОРЕ በና NOT 
OH, GROSS HAVE ኸን GIVE THAT WIENER FEEL Day BACON £ EGGS MAIN 
SPEECH IN CLASS FUNNY 
«ар» 
"WAKE UP AND SMELL TT MAKES МЕ ТО BETTER PRACTICE “MERCURY IS THE MOST му STOMACH HURTS 
BACON & EGGS WNT TO TRY THE COFFEE" FEEL SICK MY SPEECH CLOSE PLANET TOTHE - ፲ BET Г REALLY AM Six 
( 7 # " ۸ NEXT" 


— 


I BET IF I'D BARFED 
I COULD'VE STAYED 


NE {; МАТН COMIC BOOK 
7 \ 


TİL WORK ON му 10 PAGES ۷ NEXT TİL DRAW HIM TİL USE A RED PEN “ARGH HELP 
14 GETTING HIS READ 50 IT LOOKS W HURTS TT HURTS" 
RIPPED OFF REALLY REALISTIC 


EN 
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CHRIS WARE 


By Charles Bukowski 


eorge was lying in his trailer, flat on his 
back, watching a small portable T.V. His 
dinner dishes were undone, his breakfast 
dishes were undone, he needed a shave, and 
ash from his rolled cigarette dropped onto his 
undershirt. Some of the ash was still burning. 
Sometimes the burning ash missed the undershirt and hit his skin, then he 
cursed, brushing it away. 

There was a knock on the trailer door. He got slowly to his feet and 
answered the door. It was Constance. She had a fifth of unopened 
whiskey in a bag. 

"George, I left that son of a bitch, I couldn't stand that son of a 
bitch anymore." 

"Sit down." 

George opened the fifth, got two glasses, filled each a third with 
whiskey, two thirds with water. He sat down on the bed with Constance. 
She took a cigarette out of her purse and lit it. She was drunk and her 
hands trembled. 
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"I took his damn money too. I took his damn money 
and split while he was at work. You don't know how I've 
suffered with that son of a bitch." 

"Lemme have a smoke". said George. 

She handed it to him and as she leaned near, George put 
his arm around her, pulled her over and kissed her. 

"You son of a bitch." she said. "I missed you." 

"I missed those good legs of yours, Connie. I've really 
missed those good legs." 

"You still like 'em?" 

"I get hot just looking." 

"I never could make it with a college guy," said Connie. 

"They're too soft, they're milk toast. And he kept his 
house clean. George, it was like having a maid. He did it 
all. The place was spotless. You could eat beef stew right 
out of the crapper. He was antiseptic, that's what he was." 

"Drink up and you'll feel better." 

"And he couldn't make love." 


"You mean he couldn't get.it up?" 

"Oh, he got it up. He got it up all the time. But he didn't know how to 
make a woman happy, you know. He didn't know what to do. АП that 
money, all that education—he was useless." 

"I wish I had a college education." 

"You don't need one. You've got everything you need, George." 

"I'm just a flunky. All the shit jobs." 


"...you know what a woman wants, George..." 


"I said you've got everything you need, George. You know how to 
make a woman happy." 

"Yeh?" 

"Yes. And you know what else? His mother came around! His 
mother! Two or three times a week. And she'd sit there looking at me, 
pretending to like me, but all the time treating me like I was a whore. 
Like I was a big bad whore stealing her son away from her! Her precious 
Walter! Christ! What a mess!" 

"Drink up, Connie." 

George was finished. He waited for Connie to empty her glass, then 
took it, refilled both glasses. 

"He claimed he loved me. And I'd say, "Look at my pussy, Walter!" 
And he wouldn't look at my pussy. He said, 'I don't want to look at that 
thing. That thing! That's what he called it! You're not afraid of my 
pussy, are you, George?" 

"It's never bit me yet." 

"But you've bit it, you've nibbled on it, haven't you, George?" 

"I suppose I have." 

"And you've licked it, sucked it?" 

"I suppose so." 

"You know damn well, George, what you've done." 

"How much money did you get?" 

"Six hundered dollars." 

"I don't like people who rob other people, Connie." 

"That's why you're a fucking dishwasher. You're honest. But he's such 
an ass, George. And he can afford the money, and I've earned it...him and 
his mother and his love, his mother-love, his clean little washbowls and 
toilets and disposable bags and new cars and breath chasers and after- 
shave lotions and his little hard-ons and his precious love-making. All for 
himself, you understand, all for himself! You know what a woman wants, 
George..." 

"Thanks for the whiskey, Connie. Lemme have another cigarette." 

George filled them up again. "I've missed your legs, Connie. I've 
really missed those legs. I like the way you wear those high-heels. They 
drive me crazy. These modern women don't know what they're missing. 
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The high heel shapes the calf, the thigh, the ass; it puts 
rhythm into the walk. It really turns me on!" 

"You talk like a poet, George. Sometimes you do talk 
like that. You are one hell of a dishwasher." 

"You know what I'd really like to do?" 

"What?" 

"ТА like to whip you with my belt on the legs, the ass, 
the thighs. I'd like to make you quiver and cry and then 
when you're quivering and crying I'd slam it into you in 
pure love." 

"I don't want that, George. You've never talked that 
way before. You've always done right with me." 

"Pull your dress up higher." 

"What?" 

"Pull your dress up higher, I want to see more of your 
legs." 

"You do like my legs, don't you, George?" 

"Let the light shine on them!" 

Constance hiked her dress. 

"God Christ shit," said George. 

"You like my legs?" 

"I love your legs!" 

Then George reached across the bed and slapped 
Constance hard across the face. Her cigarette flipped out 
of her mouth. "What'd you do that for?" 

"You fucked Walter! You fucked Walter!" 

"So what the hell?" 

"So pull your dress higher!" 

"No!" 

"Do what I say!" 

George slapped her again, harder, Constance hiked her 
skirt. 

"Just up to the panties!" shouted George. "I don't 
quite want to see the panties!" 


"Christ, George, what's gone wrong with you?" 

"You fucked Walter!" 

"George, I swear, you've gone crazy. I want to leave. 
Let me out of here, George!" 

"Don't move or I'll kill you!" 

"You'd kill me?" 

"I swear it!" 

George got up and poured himself a full glass of 
straight whiskey, drank it, and sat down next to 


Constance. He took his cigarette and held it against her wrist. She 
screamed. He held it there, firmly, then pulled it away. 

"Im a man, baby, understand that?" 

"I know you're a man, George." 

"Here, look at my muscles!" George stood up and flexed both of his 
arms. "Beautiful, eh, baby? Look at that muscle! Feel it! Feel it!" 

Constance felt one of his arms. Then the other. 

"Yes, you have a beautiful body, George." 

"I'm a man. I'm a dishwasher but I'm a man, a real man." 

"I know it, George." 

"I'm not like that milkshit you left." 

"I know it." 

"And I can sing too. You ought to hear my voice." 


, 


Constance sat there. George began to sing. He sang 
"Old Man River." Then he sang "Nobody Knows the 
Trouble I've Seen." He sang "The St. Louis Blues." He 
sang "God Bless America," stopping several times and 
laughing. Then he sat down next to Constance. He said, 
"Connie you have beautiful legs." He asked for another 
cigarette. He smoked it, drank two more drinks, then put 
his head down on Connie's legs, against the stockings, in 
her lap and he said, "Connie, 1 guess I'm no good, I guess 
I'm crazy, I'm sorry I hit you, I'm sorry I burned you with 
that cigarette." 


onstance sat there. She ran her 
fingers through George's hair, 
stroking him, soothing him. Soon he 
was asleep. She waited a while longer. 
#4 Then she lifted his head and placed it on 
من‎ the pillow, lifted his legs and straightened 

them out on the bed. She stood up, walked to the fifth, 
poured a good jolt of whiskey into her glass, added a touch 
of water and drank it down. She walked to the trailer 
door, pulled it open, stepped out, and closed it. She 
walked through the backyard, opened the fence gate, 
walked up the alley under the one o'clock moon. The sky 
was clear of clouds. The same skyful of stars was up 
there. She got on the boulevard and walked east and 
reached the entrance of The Blue Mirror. There was 
Walter sitting alone and drunk at the end of the bar. She 
walked up and sat down next to him. 

"Missed me, baby?" she asked. 

Walter looked up. He recognized her. He didn't answer. 
He looked at the bartender and the bartender walked 
toward them. They all knew each other. 
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They all knew each other. 
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The men that make you laff have no time for ordinary pleasures; never at ease, their minds are always 
onto the next big gag. The men that make you laff sit in the park on Wednesdays, clutching their guts, 
with a letter and a photo (of a blonde-haired friend), counting to three-digit numbers and weeping 
over what might have been. The men that make you laff are ready to move to a coast on thirteen days' 
notice. Any coast. The men that make you laff wonder about your childhood traumas. The men that 
make you laff know that there are only a finite number of jokes in the world and that these finite 
number of jokes are not really very funny at all. The men that make you laff commit the sorriest of 
suicides only to show up at their own funerals dressed like grannies. The men that make you laff gather 
together at all-night restaurants to show each other photographs of bruises and sores that they cut 
from books meant for doctors. The men that make you laff are named Sammy and Jerry and Mel and 
smile at strangers and freeze with their families. The men that make you laff gradually lose their own 
sense of humor until nothing makes them laff except cardboard boxes of Middle Eastern dried fruit and 
abandoned brocade. The men that make you laff play golf. Hard. Think about that. The men that make 
you laff nearly always become the men that made you laff. 


© 1989 Mark Newgarden 
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Excerpts from: 


Steroids Made My Friend Jorge 
Kill his Speech Therapist: 


By Mark Leyner 


-Do you believe in God? 

- Yes sir. 

-Do you believe in an anthropomor- 
phic, vengeful, capricious god who 
can look down on one man and give 
him fabulous riches and look down on 
another and say ““you”re history” and 
give him а subarachnoid 
hemorrhage? 

- Yes sir. 

-You may take the stand. What is 
your full name? 

-1 am General Ramon Humberto Re- 
galdo Rosa Cordoba Lopez. 

- General Lopez, you are descended 
from a very illustrious family, is that 
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not true? 

- Yes sir. My great-great-great-great- 
grandfather was a nobleman in Spain 
in the 15th century and it was he who 
first discovered that the atomized sali- 
va of hunchbacks enhances the 
growth of flowers, He, in fact, re- 
tained a large staff of hunchbacks to 
sneeze on his tulips. 

- General, are those your real nails? 
- Sir? 

- Are those your real fingernails? 

- Yes sir. 

- General, you are a fucking liar! 

- Objection, your honor! 

- Your honor, | can see, defense coun- 


sel can see, and the ladies and gen- 
tlemen of the jury can see that the 
General is wearing Lee's Press On 
Nails. 

- Objection overruled, Continue. 

- General, under direct examination 
you were asked to describe events 
that took place on the morning of 
April 26, 1987. You testified, and I 
quote: / was a short, thickset man with 
a fleshy, brutal face. I felt bad. I had 
been drinking heavily the previous 
night and the heat bothered me. My 
wife was sleeping. “VVake up, stu- 
pid," I snarled, | shook her and ! 
kissed her savagely. “You stink,” she 
sneered. “Your breath smells like 
vomit." | jabbed a syringe full of 
methamphetamine into her ass, which 
was covered with boils the size of 
potato pancakes. |s that still an accu- 
rate account to the best of your 
knowledge? 

- Yes sir. 

- General, it strikes me as exceedingly 
odd that, asked to describe a particu- 
lar morning on a particular day, you 
would say “| was a short, thickset man 
with a fleshy, brutal face." Are we to 
understand by this that you were a 
short, thickset man with a fleshy, bru- 
tal face only on April 26, 1987? 

- Objection, your honor. This kind of 
semantic nit-picking is an obvious 
form of harrassment. The District At- 
torney knows full well that the Gener- 
al was a short, thickset man with a 
fleshy, brutal face during April 26, 
1987, and that he continues to be a 
short, thickset man with a fleshy, bru- 
tal face subsequent to April 26, 1987. 
- Sustained. 

- General, that afternoon, did you re- 
ceive a call at the office from your 
wife? 

- Yes sir. 


53 


- What did she say? 

- She said that she thought she'd been 
on her liquid formula long en- 
ough...that she was so light that the 
static electricity from the television set 
was pulling her across the floor to- 
wards the screen. 

- And she called one more time late 
that- afternoon? 

Yes sir. 

- And what did she say? 

- She said that she didn't have much 
time to talk, that she was tied to the 
railroad tracks and the Bullet Train 
was coming. 

- And that was the last time you ever 
spoke to her? 

- Yes sir. 

- General, one final question. Do you 
have any tattoos? 

- Yes sir. 

- On what part of your body and of 
what? 

- | have E=nhf (Max Planck's formulas 
for the energy in radiation) tattooed 
on my penile glans. 

- General, you are a pathological 
fucking liar!! 

- Objection!! 

- Overruled. 

- General, I'd like you to look at your 
penile glans and read to the court 
what's tattooed on it. 

- It says: d=16t(squared). 

- Not E-nhf? 

- No sir. 

- And what's the signifigance of 
d=16t(squared)? 

- It's Galileo’s formula for the distance 
an object falls from its starting point 
as time elapses from the instant it's 
dropped. 

- Your honor, | have no further 
questions. 

- General Lopez, you may step down. 
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ACCENTA 1 УНАРРА 


YOO A WANNA WID 
ME-HUH,HUH? 


LISSEN, THE AMIGO 
SADDLE TRAMP” WAS 
А LONG TIME AGO/ 
| DONDA DO THAT 
CHARACTER ۸۰ 
MORE, CAPICHE Es 


„AND СЕТ 
THIS, HES 
ITALIAN! 


М/Н АТ5А MATER IS ا‎ 
CAN'T BELIEVE МЕ 
ELECTED A WING RETARDO 
LIKE YoU To BE OUR 
PRESIDENT 1 


MISTER TEENINEY? 
MISTER HEENAY 
TEENINEY? 
O 


DON'T TELL ME 
YOU'RE ITALIAN! 
Vou CANT 
BES! 


WHENNA YOU 
oys GONNA 
FANB STAND? IT 


JESUS, VAUGHN / ALL YA 
HAD To Do WAS BRING 
BACK A LITTLE BITTY 


H'LO MRS. TEENINEY 
MY NAME IS VAUGHN. 
15 MISTER TEENINEY 


THAS RIGHT.! 
Now WHADDA 
Yoo WAN, umm? 


$0? SO? DON'T Fou Тө! 
175 FUNNY THAT WE FORM 
THIS FAN CLUB TO THIS 
GUY CAUSE WE LIKE ALL 
HIS COOL MEXICAN $ 


FOR ME AND MY 
BROTHERS 


WHADDYA MEAN You МЕ AND MY та т 
AND YOUR BROTHER 2 BROTHER ARE ин 
THAT HAT WOULD’ VUE THE CLUB] - 
BELONGED To THE 


WHOLE ٠ 24 
| DON'T UNDERSTAND 


LISSEN VAUGHN, Um 
GONNA LEVEL WITH YA. 
MY BROTHER AND 7 
FORMED THIS CLUB 
THING AND LET You 
BE PRESIDENT--- 


--- JUST 505 WE 
COULD GET OUR MITS 
ON DAT LITTLE Har 


LOUSY THING? LOOK 
WHO'S TALKING MR. 
RACISM ۲ 


| JUST THINK IT WAS 
KIND OF A LOUSY THING 
You DID, LEADING ME 


ADMIT ir! 
Youre A 


ME AND MY BROTHER 
JUST HAPPEN To BE 


PLEASE JUST 60 
СЕТ ME AND МУ. 
BROTHER A COUPLE 


OF COLD COKES So 
A, ۱ COULD CALM 
AN, DOWN, HMM? 


AND IT DOESN'T MAKE 
ANY DIFFERENCE AT 

ALL WHAT HEENAY 15- 
riL ALWAYS BE HIS 
BIGGEST FAN- 


REALLY / Г MEAN .. UH 
| THINK THEYRE.- - 
YOU'RE, Y'X WoW.- УН 
GREAT. DO.” 


LOOK, GUYS, 1 HAVE 
NOTHIN’ AGAINST | 


ITALIANS AT ALL 
ا‎ 


SO WHADDAYA SAY? )' 4 


908% r . 
[s ተያ 


on eae ፡፡> ሚሚሚ... 


GOTTA MINT COPY 
ዕዩ THE PILOT FOR 
"THE AMIGO SADDLE- 
TRAMP"! уд WANNA 


Y-Y- Y^EAN 
Tut TAPE? 


WHADDAYA THINK 
HE MEANS 7 
CMON LE TS 


WATCH IT! 


A FISH 15 SUCKIN 
MA DICK! 


WELL ILL ЭЕ, RER 
IT NEVE 
TELL OF THOUGHT 


کے 


ЈЕ 


218 с 
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O° < SHOWDOWN- 
-ATRIO BOBO- 


ат MACK WHITE- 
I, 7.5 38-28 


ہیس ےج 


IT WAS A HOT DUSTY. 
AFTERNOON WHEN THE 
| STRANGER САМЕ TO TOWN, 


HOWDY, ТМ CHUCK CARSON, VENTRI- гг 
LOQUIST COWBOY, AND THIS 15 MV ЛИ 
LITTLE SADDLE PAL, 80۷ HOWDY! ۱۰ 
GIMME’ A SHOT OF MILK, BARKEEP/ 


3 Ne. 7ے‎ 
“Ego.” A 


“MILK.” 


YEAH, AND THAT RAT 
CARCASS SHE'S CHEWIN’ 
ON LOOKS LIKE YOUR 

MOTHER! 


FOR A LITTLE GUY, ነገ 3 
YOU GOT A MIGHTY ULP! IT'S “LEN 
DAMN BIG MOUTH! KID CYCLOPS! 4 
YEAH, I'D 
RECOGNIZE 
THAT BULLSEYE 
2 STARE ANY - = 
valı 5 WHERE! 
еў af руту за 
Em || ЯГ 
e < 
N IN К, = е, S 


SUDDENLY CHUCK CARSON-BEST 
VENTRILOQUIST WEST OF THE 
MISSISSIPP| — THROWS HIS VOICE! 


I'M GONNA” 
BLAST YOU 
TO SPLINTERS! 


CHUCK DRINKS HIS MILK 
AND THROWS HIS VOICE 


NOW LAV VOUR GUN ON 
'AT THE SAME TIME! 


THE BAR REAL SLOW-LIKE! 


"I м Just AN Jg 
NOW SING "I'M JUST AN i 
OLD-FASHIONED GIRL"! OLD-FASHIONED GIRL 


© 90 Маск WHITE 


YOU'VE SMARTED OFF 
FOR THE LAST TIME, 
YOU TERMITE HOTEL! 


0 


0 2 


HOLD IT RIGHT THAR’, KID! 
By THIS 15 WILD BILL HICKOCK 


р! 


ኒ РА əə 
NOW PULL DOWN YOUR 


BRITCHES, STICK ONE 
THUMB IN YOUR 
EAR AND STICK THE 
OTHER UP YOUR BUTT! 


HE SANGS THAT RIGHT 
PURTY’, DON'T HE, 


ЈЕ YOU LIKE LISNIN" 

TO A BUFFALO WITH 

ITS PECKER STUCK IN 
ER HOLE! 


BY TOM DEHAVEN- GARY PANTER- CHARLES BURNS 


ፖ መ UD. 


TSS 


| Ж = a 
"REX 1 
FOR THOSE WHO CAME IN LATE -- TO SAVE MR. GOOTCH AND FRED FROM 


THE DOOM ОР SLAVERY, DR. PALE TRACKS THE WILY VERMICULA TO 
THE ISLE OF LOST WORMS... MEANWHILE BUZZ HITS UPON AN İDEA, 


TODAY--"PIXIE LUST!" BACK IN PAWNEE, THE YOUNG DRIFTER IS PLAYING 
FOR KEEPS, UNAWARE THAT KAY, DEFENSELESS AND WEAPONLESS, HAS 
FALLEN UNDER THE SPELL OF STUEBEN’S AWKWARD KISSES. NEXT: 
"MULTIPLE MURDER!" 
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HUMILIATED BY THE EXPOSE IN BOY'S JAZZ MAGAZINE, DR. PALE'S DAUGHTER 
SPENDS ANOTHER SLEEPLESS NIGHT RECOLLECTING HER SUMMER OF 
SHAME. BLEACH AROMA -- OR POSSIBLY THE ODOR OF SPERM --WAFTS 
THROUGH AN OPEN WINDOW FROM THE MYSTERIOUS LAUNDROMAT FAR BELOW. 
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ELASH! EDD BIGGS, FAMOUS NEWSCASTER, САМ ACTUALLY SEE THE RECENTLY 
DECEASED-- THAT BRINKS GUARD, FOR EXAMPLE, SEATED ON A CURB WITH A 
HOLE IN HIS HEAD AND HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS. THE NETWORK CALLS IT A 
"BREAKDOWN." MR. GOOTCH KNOWS BETTER... 


EPISODE NINE : "FIGHTING LEGION!" BEFORE EDD AND FRED AND DR, PALE 
CAN ARRIVE, A STRANGE MELODY REVERSES THE SEXUAL MAGNETISM--JONES 
BECOMES SMITH, SMITH BECOMES JONES, AND THE SAVE-MART BURNS! THE 
RADIOS ARE MELTING, SOMEONE SHOUTS. MELTING ^ TOMORROW: HOW COME? 
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-THAT DREAM AGAIN! OR..WAS IT? A MOMENT 


THUDS, AND A SIGHT HE'D PRANED NEVER TO SEE IN PLAINVIEW-- 


WESTY IS STARTLED AWAKE 


LATER 


Y FUMBLES FOR 


VERMICULA'S MILLIONS 


ON THE MARCH/ QUICKLY, THE BO 


POND, МА. GOOTCH, RESPOND! 


HIS CODE-O-MATIC. ZZZZT/ RES 
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ESA ویچ چ‎ ei ED; 4 ЖҮ کہ وہ‎ А 2 7, с зе МАРС ЄЗ وی‎ 


WITH HER FANTASTIC MEGA- "МАМА MACHINE FAILING TO FUNCTION- --THANKS TO BUZZ!--VERMICULA CREATES A DIVERSION, PLUNGING 227 AT Zus 


እ.) = 


ሥኣ 
KULT TUR FAIR INTO بح‎ X! MAYBE /75 BE TIER THIS Agi далыма, SAYS KAY. OUR LIVES WERE COMPLICATED ENOUGH, NEXT WEEK: NEW ADVENTURE! 
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GO FoR A STROLL 


WHAT ARE YOU DOING ON 
MY LAND BUDDY ?/ 


HEY, SOMEONE IS WALKING : AW НА / JUST WHAT I 
ON THE LAND GOD САМЕ ME : THOUGHT — UNCIRCUMCISED / 


OH / І CAN READ HIS MIND! 
HE DoESN'T BELIEVE LIKE 
WE Do / HES EVIL EVIL 


PRAISE 
Gop! 
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